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"He must have borrowed it."

"Do you know what your Gabriel is?" said Sylvaine, looking him
straight in the eye. "Well, he's a maquereaul He's found a woman
richer than I am, a title, a chateau, everything he wants. He's marry-
ing for money. He likes his comforts and he'll have them. He'll even
have the children into the bargain. He's a maquereau, and that's all
there is to it! As for his Jacqueline Schoudler..."

"I forbid you to say anything nasty about her/' cried Gilon. "She's
a splendid woman!"

"A splendid woman. You make me laugh! I know them, the
Schoudlers, and much better than you suppose. I know all about them,
all about the father and the son's suicide. They're a fine family! *And
now this inconsolable widow, who isn't even pretty, or young, has
bought the handsome De Voos to rejoice her nights. And she's given
him enough to get rid of me and still preserve his gentlemanly airs .. .
I'm not asking you," she went on, "how long they've been sleeping
together \ I don't care a damn. I expect she goes to confession every
time she's made love ... Go away, Monsieur; you've done what you
came to do. But," she added, shaking a threatening finger at him, "they
haven't heard the last of me."

Gilon rose to his feet, but appeared not to have made up his mind
to leave.

"Since I'm here," he said hesitantly, "don't you think it would be a
good idea if I took away his things ? It would avoid ..."

As he said this, he went towards a glass candlestick, which had been
intriguing him for some time.

"Oh, of course!" cried Sylvaine, forcing a laugh. "At oncel I
don't want anything of his here!" And she called: " Emilienne!"

The little maid came in looking innocent, that is to say, looking as
if she had no idea what was going on. Since the flat in the Rue de
Naples was tiny, it was difficult to believe that she had not heard every
word.

"Pack Monsieur's clothes in his suitcases," Sylvaine said. "Monsieur
has to be away for some time. .,"

"What a fool I am to give explanations. Who do I think I'm de-
ceiving," she thought.

"All Monsieur's things?"

"Yes, all! Didn't I say so?" cried Sylvaine impatiently.

And at the same time she was thinking: "What an idiot I've been,
really what an idiot, what an absolute idiot!"

She went feverishly round the flat, opening cupboards, picking up a
pipe, diaries, a packet of letters, cuff-links, a variety of books, all those
things that get deposited like sediment in the drawers of a shared life.

"What an idiot! What an idiot!" She threw the meagre loot pell-
mell into an open suitcase.